ACT i                                                     BELISARIUS

ANTONINA.                                                Enough of love !

There's other work for men.

(To JOANNINA) Come, you and I
Must home to prayers and needlework again;
That's all we're fit for,

ANASTASIUS.                           Give us leave at least

To say good-bye.
ANTONINA.                    Oh, this philandering!

Say good-bye, Joannina ; say it, girl!

JOANNINA. Good-bye, my lover!

ANTONINA.                                 Now all's said and done;

And I must shepherd home a weeping girl.

JOANNINA. I am not weeping.    Father, let me say
" Be careful of him !"

BELISARIUS.                          That's unworthy you.

Disaster almost breathes upon our face,
And if in giving up your lover's life
You stem the tide of death from many lovers,
Wives, little children, should you not be glad ?

JOANNINA. I will be glad; forgive my selfish thought.
Take him and use him for the city's need,
I will not tell you " Spare him!"

BELISARIUS,                                          Thafs my girl!

Go with your mother.   Anastasius,
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